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Summary:
In this episode, Andrew gets dragged to an underground club that worships demons because Ashley can't stand the fact he has a girlfriend.

Notes:
Couldn't get this siblings out of my head so here you go. Hope you enjoy it.

Work Text:
Andrew is lying in his bed, reading a book about poetry, or at least trying to. It’s kind of hard to focus on the book with Ashley stripping herself in the same room as him. The trying part wasn’t because he wanted to look, he was just …uncomfortable with her baring her skin to him so thoughtlessly like that.

Why didn’t he simply leave the room? Because his bed is at the end of the room and Ashley didn’t warn him, she would be changing clothes. Rather than risk getting a glimpse of her while walking away, he prefers to keep his eyes distracted by the book.

“All right! Done!”

Andrew removes his eyes from the book and finds himself staring at Ashley, her tiny frame covered by the black robe she wears. He tilts his head in confusion, trying to make sense of her outfit. Where did she get that?

“My, Andrew. You are going to poke holes in if you keep staring like that.” Ashley comments teasingly, doing a small twirl with a cutesy smile.

“Do I even wanna ask what you are planning to do while dressed as an extra from a horror flick?” He asks, feeling a small sense of dread before closing his eyes. “Forget it, if the cops come here I don’t wanna know anything.”

Ashley scoffs, offended at Andrew’s suspicion. “You and mom tell me I need to get friends and when I try to do that, you have no better words than ‘I will leave you to the police’?!” She crosses her arms. “There’s just no winning with you people!”

That makes Andrew quirk a questioning eyebrow. “Meeting someone? In that getup?”

“Yep! I was flipping through a magazine when I saw an open invitation of similar-minded people and thought ‘Oh, this looks interesting’!”

“Might I see that open invitation?” Andrew asks but his tone leaves no room to refuse, feeling trepidation the moment Ashley said ‘similar-minded people’.

Ashley throws the magazine at his chest and Andrew picks it up.

It was an ad from a secret club called Six-Eyes Cult. ‘You want to become acquainted with powers beyond your understanding? Do you wish to consort with demons? Come to Six-Eyes Club where we worship the dark powers! Damn your soul in the exchange of wealth, fame, and power! There will be free food!’

What the fuck?

“A satanic club? Seriously?” Andrew asks with exasperation, bringing both of his hands to his face. “God, why couldn’t you pick something safer?!”

“I can’t help my interests, can’t I?”

“Bullshit.” He immediately calls her out with extreme prejudice. “You never showed any interest demons.”

“What you don’t know about me could fill a warehouse, Andrew.” Ashley remarks scornfully.

“Fat chance since we are practically together most of the time.” He retorts, adding in his mind how it would be all the time if it was up to Ashley. God knows she tries to make it that way.

Like this simpleton could keep a secret from me. Andrew thinks to himself. There’s nothing he didn’t know about Ashley in virtue of her trying her damnedest to be around him: How she secretly reads cooking books to improve her abilities, that she still keeps drawings from her childhood in the drawer of her desk, and how she harasses Julia constantly to get her to break up with him…

“It’s a recent interest of mine!” Ashley defends herself, balling her hands into fists. “And who are you to tell me what I can or can’t do, Andrew?! You’re not the boss of me!”

“Listen here, you-”

“Fucking spare me.” Ashley cuts him off with a huff. “I’m an adult and I can do whatever I want! I don’t need your permission to go out!”

“How convenient of you to act like an adult when it suits your purposes when most of the time you act like a helpless child that can’t do anything without me.” Andrew retorts back bitingly, alluding to all the times Ashley interrupted his outings by saying she couldn’t do basic shit such as repairing a gas leak or receiving a delivery.

“Look, if you are going to make a big deal about this then you could just come along. See the place and judge yourself if it’s safe or not.” Ashley proposes with a shrug. “That way, you can get off my back already.”

Andrew’s face darkens, a more visceral scowl taking place, a realization hitting him like a truck. So this is what this is about.

“You know that I have a date with Julia today, don’t you?”

Her response comes in the form of a bratty, knowing smirk. “Really?” Ashley brings a hand to her mouth in fake surprise. “Must’ve slipped off my mind.”

Of course, there was a reason for all this charade. He was right in suspecting her interest in the demon-worshipping meeting when he hadn’t seen her showing any interest in the occult. This wasn’t about the meeting or even about her at all.

It’s about him and how he spends his time.

Again.

“God fucking dammit…Really, Ashley?” Andrew feels like pulling his hair out of the sheer frustration he’s experiencing right now.

“I’m sure there shouldn’t be any problem if you go. You need not to worry, Andy. I will be fine on my own surrounded by Satanists!” She cheerfully remarks, with a maniac grin on her face. “You can go have fun with that whore of yours while the cultists have fun with me!”

By this point, he leaves the comfort of his bed to confront the hellspawn. “You are willing to go to these lengths just because you think I don’t deserve a life outside of you?”

“I don’t know what you are talking about. I simply told you I would be going out somewhere.” Ashley crosses her arms, unamused and even annoyed at his insistent worry. “You are the one who is blowing this out of proportion.”

“How can I not blow this out of proportion?! You want to go to a satanic cult, for fucks’ sake! That’s no place for someone like you!”

“I don’t care what you say, Andrew. I’m going whether you want it or not.” Her blank expression changes into a smirk. “If you are so worried then you must come along.”

“Fucking every time!”

It’s always the same shit. Whenever he has to go out or meet with someone, she will always do this to keep him here. Sometimes is some bullshit crisis he needs to attend to, other times she causes trouble so his mother has to tell him to come back and reign her as if he was the parent instead of her.

This time, she puts him in a position where he has to choose either her or Julia.

Fuck this, he’s not playing this time.

“Well, good to know.” He agrees, frowning at her. “Because I will not cancel my date with Julia for a third time to chaperone you.” He walks until he’s standing a couple of centimeters away from her. “If you think I’m going to walk around wearing a cultist robe like some extra from a horror flick just because you can’t stand the fact that I have a life outside of you then think again.”

“Fine. Nobody is telling you to.” Her smirk turns malicious as he towers over her. “I’m sure we will both have fun doing our thing separately.”

Does she really think that he won’t go? What did that speak of, her boundless confidence in controlling him or his status as a doormat extraordinaire?

“Yeah, I’m sure you will have fun hanging around a bunch of crazy maniacs who worship the devil. Knowing your dumbass, you will do something stupid to piss them off and end up being raped and sacrificed. Not necessarily in that order.” He adds darkly. “And when the police come home, I will have to be the one to identify your mangled corpse because we both know that Mom won’t care enough.”

“Is that what you want, Ashley?”

Ashley is rendered silent but doesn’t look swayed in the slightest. She stares as if she is waiting for something to happen. They spend an entire minute staring at each other in silence before Andrew grunts.

“Fuck.”

Ashley smiles approvingly.

.

Andrew is standing in front of an elevator in a seedy alley wearing a cultist robe he bought at the store near the alley’s entrance alongside Ashley. His spiel, which he had intended to scare Ashley off the meeting, instead served to convince him to cancel his date with Julia.

“Thanks for coming here, big brother! I feel so safe with you around!” Ashley coos while having her arms wrapped around his right arm, pushing her entire weight against his.

From the start, there was no choice at all. On one hand, if he canceled his date with Julia, she would simply sulk in her apartment safely. On the other hand, if he let Ashley go alone to the meeting there was no way to know what could happen to her. If she was simply filled with hot air, he wouldn’t have a problem with ignoring her but she’s so off the wall that Andrew can’t properly gauge when she is serious and not.

It didn’t help that she has pulled some atrocious stuff in the past such as lighting fireworks inside the apartment, throwing a girl who flirted with him down the stairs during high school and he doesn’t dare to dwell on the incident that changed your life during your childhood. Attending the meeting out of spite and putting herself in danger just to get your attention is something she will definitely do if it gets her what she wants.

She hadn’t left him with a choice but an ultimatum. There’s really nothing else he could’ve done to prevent this.

Yeah, this is all Ashley’s fault.

“Get off me.” Andrew weakly complains at Ashley hanging from his arm.

Ashley is visibly unhappy at being told off. “Ugh, why can’t you return my affections once in a while?” She complains, pouting childishly. “Ever since you started dating that hussy, you have become a grade-A jerk.”

“I’m the one who dropped his plans, came here against his will to make sure you return to our home yet somehow, I’m a grade-A jerk?” He asks without feeling the energy to argue back against her baseless accusations.

He’s already been in this situation before and knows that arguing against Ashley at this point is a waste of time and energy. He has already conceded and has no other choice but to do what it had asked him to.

“Let’s just get this over with.” Andrew states, walking towards the elevator only to find it locked behind a passcode. He furrows his eyebrows. “We need a password?”

“Can’t recall reading anything about a password.” Ashley shrugs and Andrew can’t tell if she’s lying or not given how scatterbrained she is most of the time.

I didn’t read the entire ad so I’m not sure if there was even a password. Andrew thinks with mild frustration. “Well, this is great. So, we came all the way here just to get turned out at the door?”

His complaint is met with a nonchalant shrug. “Well, that’s too bad. Maybe we can hang around somewhere else? How about that café we passed earlier? There was a couple’s discount we can get if you act well, Andy!” She proposes with a cheeky smile.

Oh, so she is lying. He thinks with a flat look, successfully ignoring the last part of her sentence.

Makes sense when she hadn’t actually meant to attend the meeting. She probably planned for this to happen so she could bring him to a place she actually liked. Averting his look from her giddy expression, he ends up staring at a painting on the wall of the Six-Eyes demon he saw on the ad with 666 pointing at it.

Coincidentally enough, you need three numbers to unlock the elevator.

“…” Andrew wonders if he should actually go for it. He was against the entire meeting from the start and only acquiesced when it became painfully clear that Ashley would come here with him to keep him away from Julia or by herself to spite him if he chooses to stick to his guns and tell her to screw off his love life.

However, it’s also evident that Ashley doesn’t want to attend the meeting and wants to do something else. Part of his brain, the logical one, tells him that trying to one-up her by attending a satanic ritual to summon a demon isn’t perhaps the safest of choices to get back at Ashley, but it’s quickly overwhelmed by his desire to stick it to her for always making him do whatever she wants.

She had already ruined my plans. Andrew thinks to himself, the corners of his mouth twitching upwards. How about I ruin hers?

He punches 666 in the elevator and a ding informs him that he successfully unlocked the elevator.

Ashley stares at him bewildered, clearly not having expected Andrew to know the password. “…How did you know the passcode?”

“A hunch.” He replies noncommittally, eyeing the open elevator. “Are we going down or not?”

“Wait, are we seriously going in?” She asks, even more surprised and confused. “I thought you didn’t want to go in.”

“You already dragged me here. Of course, we are.” He declares with displeasure. “Get moving.”

“Wha-hey! Hands off!”

The two of them step in and the elevator takes them down to the basement, where they are greeted by two gatekeepers wearing the same type of robe the siblings are wearing.

“Welcome, depraved souls!”

“Have you come to witness the summoning of a dark entity that will fulfill your deepest desires?”

Kind of lame. Andrew thinks to himself, feeling like entering a scary ride from a carnival rather than an underground satanic club located in a seedy alley. I guess that’s a good sign.

Maybe this so-called demoniac cult won’t be as dangerous as he previously thought.

“Hey, is this the demon drugs sex party?” Ashley suddenly blurts out, making the gatekeepers cough uncontrollably.

Andrew stares at Ashley, dumbstruck.

“W-What?! I hope not! My wife will kill me!” One of them stutters, deadly afraid.

“There is no such thing!” The other denies strongly.

“I do have a wife!”

“Not that! The demon drugs sex party!”

“Oh.”

Andrew steps between Ashley and the gatekeepers. “Pardon her, she doesn’t go out much and has trouble socializing.” He quickly excuses Ashley’s dumb impulses of blurting whatever’s on her mind as social ineptitude which…is not entirely false. After all, she doesn’t go out if he doesn’t, and before dating Julia, he didn’t really have much interest in going out.

“We came here through the magazine ad. Is this the Six-Eyes Cult?” Andrew asks with a tranquil smile.

“Y-Yes!”

“Sweet. Mind if we go in?”

“Sure! It’s always a good day when more people join Six-Eyes!”

“That means we are becoming more popular! Yay!”

The two siblings walk past the gatekeepers and once they are behind them, Andrew wraps his arm around Ashley’s neck and pulls her closer. “What?”

“Sex demon drugs party? That’s what you were expecting to find here?” He asks, none too happy with Ashley’s expectations.  

“I mean, that’s what usually happens, no? At least is what I have seen in movies.” Ashley replies with a half-lidded look. “What did you expect to find here?”

“I-” Andrew stammers, at loss of words because Ashley, for once, is correct. Sacrifices and blood are expected but what about the other aspects of depravity? The unbound lust and lack of respect for morals is a staple in demoniac rituals, a piece of trivia that admittedly comes from an unrealistic source: Horror Movies courtesy of Ashley.

Ashley, for her part, takes his silence as a victory and smirks. “What’s wrong, Andrew? Is that whore of yours really that boring in bed that you had to resort to bringing your little sister to a demoniac, demon-worshipping orgy to get some real action?”

“S-Shut up, I didn’t come here of that.” Andrew feels his cheeks heat up at the implications. Like he would bring Ashley near a place where she could end up doing that-Oh wait.

“Then pray to tell me, dear Andrew, what were your intentions for coming to this wretched hole of debauchery with your little sister if it’s not to fuck some random whore?”

“I-I…”

“…Oh my, did you really want to fuck me instead-?”

“I wanted to get back at you, you unrelenting cunt.” Andrew cuts her off with a long, exasperated sigh. “You made me cancel my date, so I wanted to ruin yours with me.” Andrew’s eyes slightly widen at his wording. “Wait-”

Ashley laughs, seemingly amused by his attempt to get back at her and fortunately not dwelling on his choice of words. “How is it going so far, Andy?”

Terrible. He often wonders why he even tries to fight back when he knows he will lose.

“…Whatever.” He huffs, unmotivated to continue arguing with her. “Since we are already here, let’s check it out.” He then turns to Ashley. “And you better behave, Ashley.”

“I’m always on my best behavior.”

“No, you are not.” He narrows his eyes. “Just remember that this isn’t our apartment. If you start acting up, we might get in trouble. Try to not cause any problems at least until we are out.”

“All right, all right. I’m not that stupid, you know?” She turns away, her ponytail smacking his face.

He scoffs. “Haven’t seen proof that shows it yet.”

Ashley turns to glare at him in response, but Andrew is undeterred. After reaching a consensus, he removes his arm from her and prompts her to walk with him. “Let’s go.”

The two siblings go inside, and Andrew is pleasantly surprised to see that it’s more of an actual club with a bar and a stage for diverse events than some dark basement with human remains and psychotic people wanting to tear themselves apart in the name of some obscure entity.

The people are chatting happily with each other while some are dancing on the stage, singing off-key but very happily. The bar is not open, but he can see the bartender preparing drinks to accompany the catering.

Overall, it wasn’t as bad as he had thought. The people here were decent if a bit dumb and more interested in cakes, chatting, and dancing on the stage than summoning demons and the atmosphere is pleasant if you ignore the satanic decorations and the giant red circle drawn in the middle.

“What the hell? They are just a bunch of posers.” Ashley grumbles under her breath, looking visibly disappointed and bored from being around the other attendees.

“Should I feel worried you are disappointed at not meeting genuine demon worshippers?”

“If I wanted to attend a lame-ass party, I would’ve just gone to a random one in the neighborhood instead of coming all the way here skipping lunch.” Ashley scoffs displeased before she drops her arms to her side. “Well, at least there’s free food so this won’t be a total waste of my time.”

“Since we are already here, you could try to make friends with others; you know? That way I wouldn’t have canceled my date with Julia just for free catering.” He reprimands her, reminding her that he sacrificed a date with Julia by coming to this hole. The least she could do to atone for it is to fulfill her fake objective of finding more friends.

Ashley glowers at him, unhappy at his suggestion. “Of course, that’s what you are concerned about. Even when you are with me, you are thinking about that hussy! Does fucking her really feel that good that you can’t stop thinking about it, you cockbrain?!”

“What the fuck did we just agree on?!” Andrew growls, angry but unsurprised that Ashley wouldn’t hold her promise of not kicking up a fuss. She is, after all, an impulsive little bitch that becomes a nightmare when things don’t go her way.

His anger, however, turns into embarrassment when he hears some people nearby whispering about a lovers’ spat. Comments such as ‘Wow, a cheater? Poor girl.’ and ‘He would do that to such a pretty girl’ flying around him.

Jesus fucking Christ, I’m not dating my sister! Fuck off!

“Ashley, this is not the moment for your shit.” He growls, starting to get fed up with her attitude. He was half-tempted to drag her back to the elevator, get out of there and go back home. The only reason he didn’t do that is because Ashley is as displeased being in the club as she is with him right now. Why can’t she just-

Before he realizes, her hands are on the back of his head and he is hunching slightly. She leans forward, almost as if she is about to kiss him, making Andrew freeze. Thankfully, she stops and simply stares at him instead.

“I’m the one you choose to go with, not her.” Her voice is calm, which doesn’t help Andrew ease his nerves. “Focus on me, Andrew. This is our outing. Don’t mention her, don’t even think about her while you are here with me. It’s just you and me now.”

He is reminded of the promise he made to her in his childhood: To be anything she wants if she keeps her mouth shut about what they did to Nina. To remain at her side when no one else did.

A promise he intends to keep in his own way. A promise that becomes harder to keep due to your libido.

He bites his lip at the intrusive thoughts he desperately tries to keep in a dark corner of his mind. “You…you didn’t leave much of a choice, you psycho bitch.” He protests weakly, averting his eyes from hers before he gets lost in them. “And I am thinking about you. I worry how you have no friends, which is why this is an excellent opportunity to make some.”

“You are just looking for the chance to offload me like some cursed item so you can go have fun with that hussy of yours.” Ashley pouts, visibly upset at his words.

He snorts. “Your worries are unfounded. I have given up on the idea that anyone would accept a defective product such as yourself.”

“Ugh, you are supposed to deny it fervently, you jerk!” In her anger, she mercifully lets his head free to take some appropriate distance and calm himself down.

“Yeah, well you were supposed to be meeting the rest of the weirdoes who listened to the ad. Why are you still here?”

“Friends are overrated.” Ashley declares childishly. “And besides, I don’t vibe with them. They are too dumb for my liking.”

“I don’t vibe with them! They are too dumb for my liking.”

“Now that’s just bullshit.” He scoffs at that declaration with a crooked grin. “There is no such thing as too dumb for you. If anything, you are the lowest bar for intelligence I can think of.”

“Screw you, Andy! I’m not dumb but complex!” Ashley defends herself, hitting his chest with her fists.

“You wish you were as complex as you claim.” He laughs at Ashley pretending to have layers of complexity like an onion. He knows better. She’s just a rotten banana. “You are just a moron who acts before thinking.”

“You know what? You are right.” Ashley turns to a group of attendees, unamused by Andrew’s verbal assault. “Maybe I should go to them and tell them what a bunch of pathetic posers they are.”

Andrew quickly grabs her shoulders with frustration. “Could you not? You are going to get us kicked out.”

“What’s the problem with that? I thought you didn’t wanna be here.”

“I want now. At least until they let us eat.” He adds, eyeing the catering with muffin cakes.

Ashley seemingly ponders for a moment before humming in agreement. “Fair point. We did skip lunch after all.”

Unfortunately, before Andrew can throw Ashley to some people she can talk to, a voice resounds in the club. “Well then, everyone!”

Both siblings turn to the stage, where an old man wearing a custom robe of a different color and decorated in eyes is standing. “The ritual is all setup! Now I know you’re all excited about the free coffee. But first things first.”

“We shall try summoning Lord Unknown by using the ritual music and chanting his name! Everyone, at the count of three, start calling out the name of Lord Unknown! Ask him to reveal themselves to his devotees!”

“Devotees? But it’s our first time here…” Andrew mutters under his breath.

“Who cares? As long as our devotion to Lord Unknown is genuine.”

“Is it?”

“If it gets him to appear, it will!” Ashley grins eagerly.

She looks…eager to summon a demon. Too eager. Does she really have an interest in demonology? Andrew doesn’t know whether that’s a good or bad thing but having a hobby to focus on would do wonders for her. I can’t believe I’m actually thinking Ashley being interested in demons and cults is actually a good thing.

His thoughts are scrambled the moment the loudspeakers start blasting the ritual music. A horrible, repetitive piece of musical garbage that Andrew immediately finds annoying. He doesn’t have time to dwell on the demon’s musical taste as he joins the cultists in chanting Lord Unknown’s name over and over to summon it.

“Lord Unknown! Lord Unknown!”

“Come here, Lord Unknown!”

“Boy, this is so much fun!”

They keep chanting but after a while, it becomes increasingly clear that nothing will show up. The music and the chanting stops.

“I feel Lord Unknown is with us but only in spirit…” The cultist leader sighs with disappointment. "Very well"

I do feel disappointed even though there was just no way something would appear. Andrew thinks to himself before shrugging. Well, at least that’s over. Now we just need to eat and then go back home-

“That’s it?! What a waste of time! You guys are a bunch of phonies!” A very familiar voice screams in fury.

He closes his eyes and grits his teeth. “Oh fuck no…”

He looks at Ashley, who had stomped her feet against the ground. “Just one try and that’s it? No wonder Lord Unknown doesn’t show if his acolytes are this quick to throw the towel!”

“Excuse me?”

“Ley, shut up!” Andrew eyes the exit in case they need to run from a furious mob. I knew this was a bad idea but fuck, I had to be this petty!

While lamenting his life-choices, the cultist leader clears his throat. “I admire your devotion to six-eyes, girl but alas, if our preparation have failed us then it’s meaningless to try again.”

“Well, there’s something we can fix to improve our chances! I came here to summon a demon and I’m not going back home without meeting one!”

“Really, Ley?!”

“Then, our boisterous acolyte, what do you propose? I’m sure that your eagerness and drive is evenly matched with an imaginative mind and ideas?”

No! When it comes to Ashley, those are inversely proportional! Andrew laments, covering his face.

“I mean…” Ashley quickly loses her momentum, aware of her own intelligence. Sweat starts pouring down her face before she scratches the back of her head. “Is this even real blood or red painting?”

“Of course, it’s real blood!” The leader scoffs, offended. “Everyone knows that demons only show up for blood circles!”

“Wait a second, this is genuine human blood?” Andrew asks, reevaluating his impression of the apparently not-so-harmless cult of dummies.

“O-Of course not! It’s animal meat bought from a local butchery!” One of the followers calls out, horrified at the prospect of using real human blood.

“Oh…” He lets out a sigh of relief.

“Well, that’s your problem. If I was a demon looking for someone worthy of communicating with, I wouldn’t show myself for stale animal blood that’s been who knows how long on display!” Ashley argues.

Andrew resists the urge to facepalm.

“I don’t get it…” One of the attendees says, confused. The rest seem in the same boat while the cultist leader seems undecided in how to feel regarding Ashley’s claims.

Better open my mouth before Ashley screws things up even further. Andrew clears his throat, gaining the attention of everyone. “Think of it as an invitation. We are trying to invite Lord Unknown to show itself to us but when he sees our stagnate blood circle, he leaves in disgust, not wanting anything to do with us.”

The crowd remains silent. Andrew sweats a little and tries to use an analogy.

“Imagine if you were promised free food and find its Arby’s?”

“Oh!”

“Oh yeah, that makes sense!”

“Yikes, I wouldn’t even come if it was like that!”

A thoughtful hum escapes the cultist leader. “Hmm…You raise a genuine point. Perhaps our preparations are not worthy of Six-Eyes’ appearance.” The leader then stares at the pair with his blank, white eyes. “Any suggestions on how to improve our demoniac ritual?”

Talk about questions I never thought I would be asked. Andrew thinks with a nervous sweat drop trailing down his face. How was he exactly supposed to answer that? He didn’t know jack shit about demon worship, much less how to summon them.

While thinking about what to pull out of his ass to convince them and stay in their good graces, Ashley perks up. “If I were a demon, wouldn’t I want fresh human flood as an offering?” She proposes and Andrew, much to his horror, finds logic in her words. “There’s a lot of people here. How about we just paint over the circle with our blood and try again?!”

“I don’t know…”

“Do I have to cut myself?”

“I bleed easily…Do we have a first-aid kit?”

The attendees understandably show some reluctance to harm themselves. Ashley is not having any of it.

“Come on, you bunch of pussies! You wanna see a real demon or not?!”

“I’m no pussy! Let’s do this!”

“Just because I have one doesn’t mean it makes me one!”

“All right, fine!”

What a bunch of simpletons. Andrew finds it hard to believe these guys managed to graduate from High school. Then again, if Ashley did then anyone could.

At Ashley’s egging, the cultists start doing as she orders. Andrew himself cuts his finger and draws over the eyes he was assigned to with his blood while pondering about his life choices after regretting most of them earlier.

So this is what I’m doing instead of hanging with Julia. If his girlfriend knew that he ditched her to hang around a bunch of dummy loonies and paint the floor with his blood, she…would probably forgive him.

He knows how patient she is. How kind she is. That she remains with him despite him cancelling so many times and enduring Ashley’s abuse is a testament of how much she loves him.

He really doesn’t deserve her and that fact doesn’t bother him in the slightest.

As soon as Andrew finishes his section, the cultist leader speaks out. “Are the runes overridden with fresh blood? If so, then let us try again.”

Here we go again.

The music starts, the lights dim, and everyone starts chanting Lord Unknown to summon the creature they desperately seek…well, the cultist leader at least. The others are simply vibing with the setting.

“Lord Unknown! Lord Unknown!”

“Reveal yourself to us, Lord Unknown!”

“Lord Unknown!” Ashley chants fervently. “Come on, Andy! Louder!”

“Uh-Lord Unknown! Please come here!” He shouts, not as energetic as he was the first time.

“With more emotion, you dull fish!”

“Ugh, Lord Unknown! Lord Unknown, reveal thyself!”

“That’s what your poetry amounts to?! How can you spend all your time reading books only for that to come out?!”

Andrew scowls before taking a deep breath. “LORD UNKNOWN, SHOW THYSELF! REVEAL THY SECRETS TO US MORTAL ACOLYTES SO WE CAN MAKE THY WILL COME TRUE!”

“Ahahaha!” Ashley laughs, content with Andrew’s enthusiasm. The latter is deeply embarrassed and wishes for a hole to open and eat him. He, however, quickly overcomes his embarrassment when he sees Ashley happily screaming her head off with the rest of the cultists, fully into it.

He finds himself smiling, happy that his sister is genuinely having fun with the rest of the cultists. Of course, he would’ve preferred a more normal event but at this point, he will take whatever he can get. Well, even if the demon summoning was a bust, at least Ashley is having fun.

He suddenly doesn’t feel so bitter about missing his date.

Everything suddenly goes dark, startling Andrew out of his thoughts. Wha-?

“Hey, who turned off the lights?!”

“The music too!”

Suddenly, a red figure emerges from the darkness, illuminating the club with a red hue. Andrew, for a moment, forgets to breathe at the tree-shaped form of red light that stares beneath with three eyes.

“HOLY FUCK!” One of the attendees screams in absolute terror.

“L-Lord Unknown?!” The cultist leader blurts out, shocked. “Is that you?!”

“Holy shit, it’s real?!” Ashley all but shouts with a mix of fear and excitement. Andrew quickly grabs Ashley’s hand and pulls her against his frame in what is a sad attempt to shield her from the demoniac presence and, in a way, to reassure himself that she won’t be going anywhere and that if she does, he will go with her.

“A-Andy?!” Ashley calls him out,

Please, please, please don’t eat Ashley or me! He desperately pleads in his mind. Anyone but us! There’s plenty to choose from here! With so many victims to choose from, they would’ve to be incredibly unlucky if the demon choses either of them.

For a moment, he contemplates praying to God to increase his chances of survival but given his past actions as well as summoning a demon makes him unworthy of having his pleas for mercy be heard by him. Thus, he simply settles with finding comfort in Ashley’s warmth before he possibly dies.

“……….” The entity speaks but Andrew can’t make out the words.

“Sorry, what?” The cultist leader asks, similarly confused by the entity’s speech.

“…………”

At one point, Ashley had started hugging him back for reassurance, which greatly helped her ease her nerves. At least to the point, she is staring at the entity with morbid curiosity instead of flickering between excitement and fear. “What is he saying?”

“I…don’t know?” Andrew states, unsure. “It doesn’t seem like he can understand us either…”

The entity starts flickering and Andrew can almost sense boredom emanating from it before it finally disappears into thin air. The lights recover their intensity, but the music doesn’t resume, leaving the club in a deep and uncomfortable silence.

After a short while, Andrew breaks the silence with a mutter, visibly relaxing his shoulders. “Well…that happened.”

He lets out a sigh of relief at the fact that they survived an encounter with a bonafide soul-sucking demon. He looks around and finds the other cultists staring at him in awed silence. Wait, why are they-?

“She actually summoned it.”

“Huh?”

“Her advice actually helped us summon a real demon!”

“She’s the chosen one!”

What are these dumb fucks parroting? Andrew glares at them, an odd feeling of possessiveness taking over him. Chosen one?

“She indeed is.” The cultist leader approaches the pair. “I acquiesce the cult’s leadership on you, summoner. You have proven yourself worthier of taking up the mantle of leader due to your particular way of thinking more attuned to demons than us humans!” The ex-cultist leader takes off his special robe, revealing a generic-looking old guy with blank pupils. “Might you lead us in our dealings with the devil, chosen one!”

Jeez, that’s one of the most backhanded compliments I’ve ever head. Andrew thinks. Ashley, far from feeling offended, basks in those words with a smug smirk and a weird sense of pride.

“Why are you so happy?”

“He compared me to a demon. Doesn’t that mean that I’m above humans?”

Is that what passes as a compliment to her? “That’s not-”

“Indeed you are, leader!” The cultist leader interrupts. “Everyone, three cheers for our new leader…”

“Call me Leyley!”

“Leyley!”

“Leyley!”

“Leyley!”

Andrew can only observe how people congregate around Ashley, chanting her nickname fanatically with a dumbstruck expression. “What the fuck?”

“Hey Andy, you were right! This place is not so bad after all!” Ashley declares happily, a bright smile on her face before nuzzling against his chest. Oh yeah, they were still hugging each other. “Thanks for accompanying me today! I had a lot of fun!”

Andrew, for his part, is understandably confused. Did my little sister suddenly become the leader of a demoniac cult?